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Twine  weel  the  Plaiden. 

Beadle  of  the  Parish. 

0  Jeanie  there's  naethiug  iofear  yv. 

The  Irish  Fisherman.  ^ 
MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS. 
The  Deer  Hunter. 


Jpsgcw— pj-inted  for  the  Bcokstllcrs. 


O  1  iiae  lost  my  silken  snGcxi, 

Tiaat  tied  my  hair  so  yelio?% 
IVe  gie'n  my  keari  lo  the  iad  !  i-' v 

He  was  a  gallant  fellow. 
And  twine  it  weel  my  bonny  dc^. 

And  t^ine  it  wee!  the  p-nki^n, 
Th^e  lassie  lost  her  silke:  ^  ^ 

In  piring  o'  Uie  bri^ci%;^i-io 

He  prais'd  my  e'en  sae  bona;,  •  ■.^v-:^ 

Sae  Illy  white  niy  skin, 
Anci  syije  he  prie'd  my  bonnie  muu* 

i%d  s'^^ore  it  was  nae  sin,  U-  '. 
And  twine  it  weel,  my  boiinie  dcnv^ 

Am.  twine  it  weal  the  pJai'deii : 
THc:  kssie  lost  her'  silkea  ir-^co<\^ 

la  puJvJ^;  o'  tlie  brackei., 

But  ha  has  left  the  lass  he  lou'c. 

lii^  Bin  true  love  fofStikeo. 
Which  gtu^s  ro^-sair  lo  gre^^^^ 

X  l^>^;t  'amaiis:;  the  b:*:^vki?i.-. 


AjuV  i-^-vjne  it  vveei  my  bonnie  dow, 
An.l  twhie  it  xveel  ihe  plaiden;; 

Thv*  iassie  losl  her.  siiken  snooci^ 
in  pn'ing  o'  the  bracken. 


Wah  my  laced  coat  and  wig^ 
Thoiigh  thej  .say  I  am  surly  and  beoir  l^: 
^iu^e  I  look  a  mighty  map, 
When  I  flourish  my  rattan^ 
"To  fright  the  little  boys,  , 
Who  in  church-time  aiake  a  iit>i^e, 
lk<  ;>u^:e  I'm  beadle  of  the  Pari'sh. 


Hollo  noWj —  VVhat's  the  row  • 
Fine  to  do, — Who -are  you? 
Why,  zomdsf,  Vm  the  Beadle  of  the  Pi^r 

Whenever  1  come  nigh, 
Hew  I  make  the  beggarf;  f!y, 

My  looks  ai*e  so  angry  and  f^cari^h. 
Like  other  city  folks, 
1  do  business  in  the  stocks. 
And  whatever  is  lost  I^eil, 
For  you  know  I  bear  the  bell, 

Because  Vm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 


::m:^\dle  or  ths  pakish. 


Vm  a  very  knowing  prig- 


Here  and  there. 
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Noise  and  clatter, — What's  the  matter  ? 
Holla,  fellow — -You  are  nidlow. 
Fine  to  do, — don't  }o#  see, 
Why,  zounds— Tm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parisb 

Tm  an  officer,  don't  laugh. 
But  indeed  I'm  on  the  staff, 

And  all  sax  I  do  pietty  fairish  ; 
On  a  Sunday  strut  about. 
And  I  keep  the  rabble  out,— • 
The  Church-wardens  march  before, 
Just  to  open  the  pew  door, 

Because  I  am  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 
Puff  away, — merry  day, 
Drink  about,— See  it  out, 
There  will  be — snacks  for  me, 

Becausel'm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish. 


O  JEANIE,  there's  NAKTttING  TO  FEAR  YE, 

O  !  My  lassie,  our  joy  to  complete  again. 

Meet  me  again  in  the  gloamin,  my  dearie 
Low  down  i'  the  dell  let  us  meet  againi 
O  !  Jeanie  there's  naething  to  fear  ye  : 
Come  when  the  wee  bat  flits  silent  an'  eerie : 
C  ome  when  the  pale  face  o'  nature  looks  wear 

Love  be  thy  sure  defence, 

Beawty  and  innocence — 
0,  Jeanie.  there's  naething  to  fear 
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Sweetly  b!aws  the  haw  an'  the  rowan-free, 
Wild  roses  speck  our  thicket  so  breerie; 
Still  will  our  bed  in  the  greenwood  be— 

O,  Jeanie  there's  naething  to  fear  ye, 
Note  when  the  blackbird  o'  singiug  is  weary, 
List  when  the  beetle  beei's  bugle  comes  ntarye, 
Then  come  with  fairy  haste. 
Light  foot  and  beating  breast— 
O,  Jeanie  there's  naething  to  lear  ye. 

Far,  far,  w  ill  the  bogle  and  brownie  be ; 

Beauty  an' truth,  they  darena  comeneari^'^ 
Kind  love  is  the  tie  of  our  unity, 

A'  maun  love  it,  an'  a'  maun  revere  it 
Lovemaks  the  sang  o'  the  woodhmd  so  cheen« 
Love  gars  a'  nature  look  bonnie  that's  near  ve» 
Love  maks  the  rose  s.ie_sweet, 
Cowslip  an'  violet — 
O,  Jeanie,  there's  naething  to  fear  ye. 


THE  iniSH  FISHERMAN. 

An  Irishman  angling  one  day  in  the  LifFy, 
Which  runs  down  by  Dublin's  sweet  city  so 
fine ; 

A  smart  shower  of  rain  falling,  Pat  in  a  gifFy, 
Crept  under  the  arch  of  a  bridge  with  his  line. 


Why  l!.u^i*>  not  the  m^j  to  aeco^^n^if..  ■ 
wishes/' 

Ci^l^e^  Denriot.    th«  Jevli  a  bite  you  wUi  get 
Ojj's  bother,''  sa^^s  Pa:^  ^*  don't  yon  know 
ihfit  the  fi'mes^ 
Will  ilock  under  here  to  k^ep  oiU  of  the  wet/* 


HIEBTEKG  or  THE  WATEIL^. 

There  is  not  in  Ibis  v^'ide  world  a  valley  so 
sweet} 

As  1  hat  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  briglit  wa- 
ters meety 

ill  ?  ihe  iast  ray  of  feeling  and  life  mu^ 
depart, 

B^"^  he  bloom  of  that  valley  ^hall  fade  from 
my  heart ! 

Yei  it  was  not  that  Nature  h^d  shed  o'er  the 

H^T  purest  of  chrystal  and  brghtest  of  green : 
^Twas  not  the  soft  inagi«  of  streamlet  or  hill ; 
Oh !  no— it  was  something  more  exquisite 

still? 

^Ttm  that  friends,  the  beloved  of  my  4>osom, 
were  near, 

'Wbg  made  every  dear  scene  of  encliaiitment 
more  dear ; 


^  Ami  who  felt  iiou-  ihe  bast  charms  cm"  ii;itiins 
iniprovc'5 

When  we  see  thoEi    ■.      :  ■]  iVoin  'o-k--; 
^VQ  love. 

S^'eet  vaie  of  Ovoca  !  bo^^  a^uhi  I  z-ies^ 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade  with      ^'^^'-^ds  I  }ty>re  ■ 

Where  the  storms  wHeh  we  ie*ri.         ;  -uKJ 

worid  slii^ll  c^^ai^e. 
Aud  tiiir  hearts  like  tlav  wat-bv-^^  > 

in  peace. 

THE   D£GR  liiJ^:TLK. 

■  Jidxk  n^v0y  His  the  merry  toiiu  hion:. 
Calls  tbe  hunters  all  up  whh  {he  rr^nry:^ 
To  the  hilis  and  the  woodlands  we  s:^- 
To  unharbour  the  r)ut-iying  deer, 

Aiid  aU  the  (fay  lorg  t!us  is  our  so?;i(, 

This  is  our  song, 
Stlli  !ioiiowing    {ol.howmr^-'.o  r::vy an-.!  free 
Our  joys  ftnow  ?io  bou5-  U^ 
While  we're,  auer  the  i;oa;iJ^, 
;    No  mortals  on  earth  are  so  joliy  i^p-. 

woodi  wii87i  we  bci.'^t  how  we 
While  the  hills  they  all  echo  Hollow  I- 
W'lui  a  bounce  Ivoin  hh  cover  the  stag  fli-e>» 
Tlicn  our  shoutslong  resound  throug!^  the 
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When  we  sweep  o'er  the  valleys  or  climb 
Up  the  health  breaking  mountain  sublime, 
What  a  joy  from  our  labours  we  feel, 
Which  alone  they  who  taste  can  reveal, 
And  all  the  day  long,  &c. 


NATIVE  J.AND  I 

Native  land  !  Til  love  thee  ever, 
Let  me  raise  the  welcome  strain  ; 

Mine  were  banish'd  feet,  that  never 
Hop'd  to  press  thy  turf  again, 

Now  these  eyes  illum^i  with  gladness, 
As  they  scan*d  thy  beauties  o'er, 

Ne*e;r  again  shall  jnelt  in  sadnessj 
Parting  to  return  no  more, 
Caledonia,  native  land, 
Native  land,  Til  love  the  ever. 

Nertlve  land,  tho'  fate  may  banish, 
And  command  me  far  to  part, 

Never  can  thy  memVy  vanish, 
Erom  this  glowing,  gratefnl  heart, 

Let  an  Indian  solstice  burn  me. 
Or  the  snows  of  Norway  chill. 

Hither  still,  my  heart,  I  turn  thee. 
Here,  my  country,  thou  art  still, 
Caledonia,  native  land, 
Native  land,  Til  love  thee  ever. 


